
 

Eros in Prose and Poetry –  

The Alphabet of Love … 
 

 

Thirty Amorous Poems 

 

Edited by  

 

Patrick Bruskiewich  

 

February 2014 

 

Volume One:  The Eros in Prose and Poetry Series 

 



 1 

Eros in Prose and Poetry – The Alphabet of Love 

Volume One:  Eros in Prose and Poetry Series 

 

© Patrick Bruskiewich 2014,  

All rights reserved.    

Pythagoras Publishing, 

Vancouver, BC, Canada 

 

This book or any part thereof must not be reproduced in any form without 

the written permission of the author. 

 

The author can be contacted through archive.org 

 



 2 

Table of Content 

The Eros in Prose and Poetry Series ............................................................... 4 

The Alphabet of Love ..................................................................................... 5 

I Sing – The Body Electric ............................................................................. 7 

Athene ............................................................................................................. 9 

Leda and the Swan ........................................................................................ 10 

An Epithalamion, or Wedding Song ............................................................. 11 

The Skirt ........................................................................................................ 12 

Strip-Tease .................................................................................................... 13 

Annabel Lee .................................................................................................. 14 

May I Feel Said He ....................................................................................... 16 

The Cat Lept Off ........................................................................................... 18 

The Wingless & the Winged ......................................................................... 19 

The Lady and the Magpie ............................................................................. 21 

Like Strong Coffee ........................................................................................ 22 

O Mistress Mine ............................................................................................ 24 

The Loveliness of Love ................................................................................ 25 

Shakespeare Sonnet XXIX ........................................................................... 27 

To his Mistress Going to Bed ....................................................................... 28 

Shakespearean Love ..................................................................................... 30 

The Majestic Beauty of Womanhood ........................................................... 31 



 3 

Silvered and Bronzed .................................................................................... 34 

Men Improve with the Years ........................................................................ 36 

Shakespeare Sonnet CXVI............................................................................ 37 

She is the Minatrice ...................................................................................... 38 

Exercise Book ............................................................................................... 40 

From Behind the Moon ................................................................................. 43 

The Fresh – Water Venus ............................................................................. 44 

The Tuscan Women Know ........................................................................... 47 

An Epitaph .................................................................................................... 49 

Like Soft, White Feathers ............................................................................. 50 

Last Sonnet .................................................................................................... 52 



 4 

The Eros in Prose and Poetry Series 

 

The purpose of the Eros in Prose and Poetry Series is to share some of the 

most amorous and enticing pieces of prose and poetry to be found in the 

English Language, or which may have been translated into English from the 

many languages of Love. 

 

This first edition of the series includes thirty poems, including The Alphabet 

of Love – an amorous poem that made the rounds in manuscript form in the 

1960’s.  

 

Today much of literature has lost the Mystique of Love. Nothing is left to 

the imagination, and the imagination is a powerful aphrodisiac! Besides 

Love is a higher brain function – lust resides somewhere else tucked away 

within the inner recesses of the brain. 

 

Eros is Love in Literatures …. and one of the finest way to share Love. 

 

Whisper one of these poems in your Love’s ear for Valentine’s Day 

 

  – and enjoy the rest of the evening ! 
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The Alphabet of Love 

 

20
th
 century, Anon 

 

A is the Artfulness in the words he uses 

B is the Blush the touch on her breasts produces 

C is the Creep of his hand on her legs 

D is the Don’t! – she coquishly begs 

E is the Excitement as his hand gets much higher 

F is her Feeling of growing desire. 

G is the Gasp as her dainties he touches 

H is her Heat he feels in his touch 

I is her Instinct that says it’s too much 

J is her Jump as he touches the spot 

K is the Kiss that rewards him for that 

L is the Love she now feels as he lingers 

M is her Mention – is it a sin? 

N is the Nice way she now opens her legs 

O is the Opening that she has now made 

P is his Penis that is ripe to be felt 

Q is the Quiet way that she lets out her squeal 

R is her Rapture – the caresses she begins 

S is her Stroke getting bolder and bolder 

T is his Throb getting stronger and stronger 

U is her Uterus which begins to shudder 

V is her Vagina that wants him inside 
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W is her Wish … they fornicate forthwith 

X is the Xtacy she knows lies ahead 

Y is her Yearning … but … no … no …. No … NO!  

Z is his Zeal … all over her hand … 

 

Poor her!  

 

For he is now asleep … and she is wide awake! 

 

 She now knows that  

  Their Alphabet of Love  

   Is best recited quickly! 
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I Sing – The Body Electric 

 

From I Sing – The Body Electric (part 5) 

by Walt Whitman 

 

This is the female form,  

A divine nimbus exhales from it from head to foot, 

It attracts with fierce undeniable attraction, 

I am drawn by its breath as if I were no more than a helpless vapour, all falls 

aside but myself and it, 

Book, art, religion, time, the visible and solid earth, and what was expected 

of heaven or feared of hell, are now consumed, 

Mad filaments, ungovernable shoots play out of it, the response likewise 

ungovernable, 

Hair, bosom, hips, bend of legs, negligent falling hands all diffused, mine 

too diffused, 

Ebb stung by the flow and flow stung by the ebb, love-flesh swelling and 

deliciously aching, 

Limitless limpid jets of love hot and enormous, quivering jelly of love, 

white-blow and delicious juice, 

Bridegroom night of love working surely and softly into the prostrate dawn, 

Undulating into the willing and yielding day 

Lost in the cleave of the clasping and sweet fleshed day. 

 

This is the nucleus – after the child is born of woman, man is born of 

woman,  
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This is the bath of birth, this is the merge of small and large, and the outlet 

again. 

 

Be not ashamed women, your privilege encloses the rest, and is the exit of 

the rest, 

You are the gates of the body, and you are the gates of the soul. 

 

The female contains all qualities and tempers them, 

She is in her place and moves with perfect balance, 

She is all things duly veiled, she is both passive and active, 

She is to conceive daughters as well as sons, and sons as well as daughters, 

As I see my soul reflected in Nature, 

As I see through a mist, One with inexpressible completeness, sanity, 

beauty, 

See the bent head and arms folded over the breast, the Female I see. 
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Athene 

 

By Gwyneth Anderson 

 

I will give myself up to the dark and beautiful things: 

The light that is shrouded in mist – the intruder’s wings –  

Intruder, the owl caressing the troubled hair! 

Beset me, oh bird of the barn that calls at night, 

Beset me, bewilder me, sweep your soft wings across 

The animal-human tension and need and loss 

And momently-sweet false gain. 

 

Fold me, oh bird of the dark in your blinded flight 

To your own dim gods, and sing your harshest song, 

With its final note that is silent to human ears. 

The mist will enshroud us, obscuring the last of the light – 

The mist will encircle, enclose the globe of my fears 

And quiet the breath in my throat that obstructs my song. 
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Leda and the Swan 

 

By W. B. Yeats 

 

A sudden blow:  the great wings beating still 

Above the staggering girl, her thighs caressed 

By the dark webs, her nape caught in his bill, 

He holds her helpless breast upon his breast. 

 

How can those terrified fingers push 

The feathered glory from her loosening thighs? 

And how can body, laid in that white rush, 

But feel the strange heart beating where it lies? 

 

A shudder in the loins engender there 

The broken wall, the burning roof and tower 

And Agamemnon dead. 

Being so caught up, 

So mastered by the brute blood of the air, 

Did she put on this knowledge with his power 

Before the indifferent beak could let her drop? 
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An Epithalamion, or Wedding Song  

 

By John Donne 

 

On the lady Elizabeth, and Count Palatine 

Being married on St. Valentine’s day 

 

Haile Bishop Valentine, whose day this is, 

All the Aire is thy Diocis, 

And all the chirping Choristers 

And other birds are they Parishioners, 

Thou marryest every yeare 

The Lirique Larke, and the grave whispering Dove, 

The Sparrow that neglects his life for love, 

The household Bird, with the red stomacher, 

Thou mak’st the black bird speed as soone, 

As doth the Goldfinch, or the Halcyon; 

The husband cocke looks out, and straight is sped, 

And meets his wife, which brings her feather-bed. 

This day more cheerfully than ever shine, 

This day, which might enflame thy self, Old Valentine. 
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The Skirt 

 

By Guillaume Apollinaire 

(translated from the French) 

 

Hello Germaine that’s a fine skirt you have 

A fine skirt for a empress – a cruel empress! 

Let’s feel the silk of it – silk from Japan 

and trimmed with white lace made on no machine. 

 

Your skirt’s a silken bell – a double clapper 

Your legs have struck the passing of my fancies 

Oh Germaine now I ring – my breast heaves 

My hands press down on your willing haunches 

 

Your bedroom – Oh my bell is a belfry! 

My hands touch the silk and seem to tear my ears 

Those pegs are gallows on which skirts are hanging 

Those pendent pins are dazzling my eyes … 

 

     Motionless as an owl – the oil lamp watches. 
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Strip-Tease 

 

By Lawrence Durrell 

 

Soft toys that make to seem girls 

In cool whitewash with two coral 

Valves of lips printing each others’ grease … 

A clockwork Cupid’s bow.  Increase! 

Their cherry-ripe hullo brims the open purse 

Of eyes washed white by marmoreal light; 

So swaying as if on pyres they go 

About the buried business of the night, 

Cold witches of the elementary tease 

Balanced on the horn of supposed desire … 

Trees shed their leaves like some of these. 
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Annabel Lee 

 

By Edgar Allan Poe 

 

It was many, a many year ago, 

   In a kingdom by the sea, 

That a maiden there lived whom you may know 

   By the name of Annabel Lee, 

And this maiden she lived with no other thought 

   Than to love and be loved by me. 

 

I was a child and she was a child 

   In this kingdom by the sea: 

But we loved with a love that was more than love – 

   I and my Annabel Lee, 

With a love that the winged seraphs of heaven 

   coveted her and me. 

 

And this was the reason that, long ago, 

   In this kingdom by the sea 

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling 

  my beautiful Annabel Lee 

So that her high-born kinsmen came 

   And bore her away from me, 

To shut her up in a sepulchre 

   In this kingdom by the sea. 
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The angels, not half so happy in heaven, 

   Went envying her and me –  

Yes! That was the reason (as all men know, 

   In this kingdom by the sea) 

That the wind came out of the cloud one night 

   Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee 

 

But our love is stronger by far than the love 

   Of those who were older than we = 

   Of many far wiser than we – 

And neither the angels in heaven above, 

   Nor the demons down under the sea, 

Can ever disserver my soul from the soul 

   Of the beautiful Annabel Lee: 

 

For the moon never beams without bringing me dreams 

   Of the beautiful Annabel Lee; 

And the stars never rise, but I feel the bright eyes 

   Of the beautiful Annabel Lee; 

And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side 

Of my darling – my darling – my life and my bride, 

   In the sepulchre there by the sea, 

   In her tomb by the sounding sea. 
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May I Feel Said He 

 

By e. e. cummings 

 

may i feel said he 

i’ll squeal said she 

just once said he 

it’s fun said she 

 

may i touch said he 

how much said she 

a lot said he 

why not said she 

 

let’s go said he 

not too far said she 

what’s too far said he 

where you are said she 

 

may i stay said he 

which way said she 

like this said he 

if you kiss said she 

 

may i move said he 

is it love said she 
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if you’re willing said he 

but you’re killing said she 

 

but its life said he 

but your wife said she 

now said he 

ow said she 

 

tiptop said he 

don’t stop said she 

on ho said he 

go slow said she 

 

cccome? Said he 

ummm said she 

you’re divine! said he 

you are Mine said she. 



 18 

The Cat Lept Off 

 

By Patrick Bruskiewich 

 

The pussy sat on her lap 

It purred as she stroke it 

Forth and back, and then she tapped 

To keep the pussy happy.  Sit! 

 

It wanted to sit.  Stay 

But it would not.  It grew 

Warm to her touch.  She played  

awhile.  It purred softly.  Knew 

 

she its buttons, its nose.  Whiskers too and fro.  

She softly pawed, fanged but could not stop. 

She squirmed, meowed, but could not go 

As, she was content to be a top. 

 

She ran her fingers to and fro some more. 

The cat shuddered.  She lept off 

Not once, not twice, she did keep score 

A perfect count, but could not get enough, 
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The Wingless & the Winged 

 

… the wingless thing 

     man      e.e. cummings 

 

By Erica Jong  

 

Most men use their cocks 

for two things only: 

they stand up pissing 

& lie down fucking. 

The world is full of horizontal men – 

or vertical ones – 

& really it is all the same … 

 

But your cock flies 

over the earth, 

making shadows 

on the bodies of women, 

making wild bird noises 

from its tiny mouth, 

making music 

& food for thought. 

It is not a wingless thing 

at all. 
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We could call it Pegasus –  

if we didn’t make think 

of gas stations. 

Or we would call it Icarus – 

if it didn’t make us think of 

falling. 

 

But still it dips & dives 

through the sky like a glider, 

in search of a meadow, 

a field 

a sun-dappled swamp 

from which (you rightly said) 

all life begins.  
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The Lady and the Magpie 

 

By Arthur Wayley 

(translated from an anonymous 9
th
 century Chinese poem) 

 

Lucky magpie, holy bird, what hateful lies you tell! 

Prove, if you can, that ever once your coming brought good luck. 

Once too often you have come, and this time I have caught you  

And shut you up in a golden cage, and will not let you talk. 

 

Lady, I came with kind intent and truly bring you joy; 

Little did I think you would hold me fast and lock me in a golden cage. 

If you really want that far-off man to come quickly home, 

Set me free; I will bear him word, flying through the grey clouds. 
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Like Strong Coffee 

 

By Patrick Bruskiewich 

 

In this world, unknown 

   the real becomes surreal, 

normal becomes absurd 

   nothing is what it seems! 

 

To live in this world, 

   the possible becomes the impossible 

the truth, anything but … 

   you try to hide form reality, 

 

To escape all your thoughts 

   Then something strawberry appears! 

Soft, sweet and succulent 

   Paris’ match – Gaulique! 

 

Like strong coffee … a cup 

Petite yet not so fragile. 

Everything has changed, here 

is something I wish known 

 

You try to hide 

   from your thoughts, 
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but all you can imagine 

   is sugar and spice … 
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O Mistress Mine 

 

By William Shakespeare 

 

Oh Mistress mine, where are you roaming? 

Oh, stay and hear! Your true love’s coming, 

     That can sing both high and low: 

Trip no further, pretty sweeting; 

Journey’s end in lovers meeting 

     Every wise man’s son doth know. 

 

What is love? ‘tis not hereafter; 

Present mirth hath present laughter; 

What’s to come is still unsure: 

In delay there lies no plenty; 

Then come kiss me, sweet – and- twenty! 

Youth’s stuff will not endure. 
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The Loveliness of Love 

 

By George Darley 

 

It is not Beauty I demand, 

   A crystal brow, the moon’s despair, 

Nor the snow’s daughter, a white hand 

   Nor a mermaid’s yellow pride of hair: 

 

Tell me not of your starry eyes, 

   Your lips that seem on roses fed, 

Your breasts, where Cupid trembling lies 

   Nor sleeps for kissing of his bed;  –  

 

A bloomy pair of vermeil cheeks 

   Like Hebe’s in her ruddiest hours, 

A breath that softer music speaks 

   Than summer winds a-wooing flowers, 

 

These are but gauds: nay, what are lips? 

   Coral beneath the ocean-stream, 

Whose brink when your adventurers sips 

   Full of the perisheth on them. 

 

And what are cheeks, but ensigns oft 

   That wave hot youth to fields of blood? 
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Did Helen’s breasts, though ne’er so soft, 

   Do Greece or Ilium any good? 

 

Eyes can with baleful ardour burn; 

   Poison can breath, that esrt perfumed; 

There’s many a white hand holds an urn 

   With lovers’ hearts to dust consumed. 

 

For crystal brows – there’s nought within; 

   They are empty cells for pride; 

He who the Syren’s hair would win 

   Is mostly strangled in the tide. 

 

Give me, instead of Beauty’s bust, 

   A tender heart, a loyal mind 

Which with temptation I could trust, 

   Yet never linked with error find, –  

 

One in whose gentle bosom i 

   Could pour my secret heart of woes, 

Like the care-burthened honey-fly 

   That hides his murmurs in the rose, –  

 

My earthly Comforter! Whose love 

   So indefeasible might be 

That, when my spirit won above, 

   Hers could not stay, for sympathy. 
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Shakespeare Sonnet XXIX 

 

By William Shakespeare 

 

Th’expense of spirit in a waste of shame 

In lust in action; and till action, lust 

Is perjured, murderous, bloody, full of blame, 

Savage, extreme, rude, cruel, not to trust; 

Enjoy’d no sooner but despisèd straight 

Past reason hunted; and, no sonner had, 

Past reason hated, as a swallow’d bait 

On purpose laid to mate the taker mad: 

Mad in pursuit, and in possession so; 

Had, having, and in quest to have, extreme; 

A bliss in proof, and proved, a very woe; 

Before, a joy proposed; behind, a dream. 

    All this the world well knows; yet none knows well 

    To shun heaven the heaven that leads men to this hell. 
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To his Mistress Going to Bed 

 

By John Donne 

 

Come, Madam, come, all rest my powers defy, 

Until I labour, I in labour lie, 

The foe oft-times having the foe in sight, 

Is tired of standing though he never fight. 

Off with that girdle, like heaven’s zone glistening, 

But a fairer world encompassing. 

Unpin than spangled breastplate which you wear, 

That th’eyes of busy fools may be stopped there. 

Unlace yourself, for that harmonious chime, 

Tells me from you, that now it is bedtime. 

Off with that happy busk, which I envy, 

That still can be, and still can stand nigh. 

Your gown going off, such beauteous state reveals, 

As when from flowery meads th’hill shadow steals. 

Off with that wiry coronet and show 

The hairy diadem which on you doth grow: 

Now off with those shoes, and then safely tread 

In this lover’s hallowed temple, this soft bed. 

In such white robes, heaven’s angels used to be 

Received by men; thou angel bring’st with thee 

A heaven like Mohamet’s paradise; and though 

Ill spirits walk in white, we easily know, 



 29 

By these angels from an evil sprite, 

Those set our hairs, but these our flesh upright, 

   License my roving hands, and let them go, 

Before, behind, between, above, below. 

O my America! My new-found-land, 

My kingdom, safelist when with one man manned, 

My mine of precious stone, my empery, 

How blest am I in this discovering thee, 

To enter in these bonds, is to be free; 

   Then there where my hands is set, my seal shall be. 

As souls unbodied, bodies unclothed must be, 

To taste whole joys.  Gems which you women use 

Are like Atlanta’s balls, cast in men’s views, 

That when a fool’s eye lighteth on a gem, 

His earthly soul may covet their’s, not them. 

Like pictures, or like books’ gay coverings made 

For laymen, are all woman thus arrayed; 

Themselves are mystic books, which only we 

(Whom their imputed grace will dignify) 

Must see revealed.  Then since that I may know; 

As liberally, as to a midwife show 

Theyself: cast all, yea, this white linen hence, 

Here is no penance, much less innocence. 

   To teach the I am naked first; why then 

What need’st thou have more covering than a man? 
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Shakespearean Love 

 

From Venus and Adonis 

 

Who sees his true-love in her naked bed, 

Teaching the sheets a whiter hue than white, 

But when his glutton eyes so full hath fed, 

His other agents aim at like delight? 

     Who is so faint that dares not be so bold, 

     To touch the fire the weather being cold? 

 

Ophelia’s song – Hamlet 

 

By Gis and by Saint Charity, 

   Alack, and fie for shame! 

Young men will do’t, if they come to’t; 

   By cock, they are to blame. 

Quoth she, ‘before you tumbled me, 

   You promised me to wed.’ 

‘So would ha’ done, by yonder sun, 

   an thou hadst not come to my bed.’ 
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The Majestic Beauty of Womanhood 

 

By Patrick Bruskiewich 

 

 In the tree’s shadow … 

 

Close your eyes and imagine all 

Am I your Adam, a pear green? 

Eve savour the taste after the fall. 

No shame for what we have been 

 

For hidden beneath the outer sight 

under layers, much layers of soft cloth 

is that what draws us towards the light 

like twilight’s flighty, violent moths. 

 

The string that binds your shame 

lay tangled, naughty, moving still. 

This time will pass, do then beware 

is this what you wish or will? 

 

Venture I into the valley below 

and climb glacier’s high 

peel back the skin that glows 

of crimson flush and do we sigh. 
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We are at heaven’s gate 

Glance back, peer forward, stand proud 

Our patience melts, we cannot wait 

We cannot live atop a cloud. 

 

Step us then out of paradise 

To slip the bounds of our regrets 

and uncover what is so nice. 

Lay you down upon your dress. 

 

Let my finger tips caress with leisure 

the wholeness of you, from toe to head 

and your body now flush with pleasure 

will fill with warm perfume our soft bed 

 

Where is hid the body’s lair, its treasure? 

Let me trace out the geometry of your curves 

let ascending breath set the measure, 

the gauge, the crackle, the current of electric nerve 

 

My moist tongue will kiss both lips 

Those painted pink, and those pinked dreamed 

And suckle at your hidden tips 

that little boy, less hidden seemed. 

 

And split the fruit, to plant the seed, 

but first furrow, the fertile and the soft 
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Lunge not esrt ‘til thrust agreed. 

The serpent has found its loft. 

 

And I now still, you less so 

The grace and majesty of you 

From above admiring all I know 

Stop I and let you finish what’s to do. 

 

We two ascend back to the clouds, thou more. 

You switch me unto my back 

Then I lend to all in store 

And you have set me trapped. 

 

Oh … oh … oh … how much further must we go? 

I try but I cannot wait no longer 

Touch you your fingers to my lips, you know 

Please wait … please wait … be stronger. 

 

Then your lyrical dance beyond mere words 

profane perfection of the human mind 

oh, heavenly singing of this bird, 

the majestic beauty of womankind. 
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Silvered and Bronzed 

 

By Gabriele D’Annunzio 

 

Silvered 

 

When, half upraised, her belly to the sand, 

Naked she welcomes the slow-conquering tide, 

Then, in the full moon’s radiance, she appears 

Like some great silver statue lying there. 

 

A Callipygian Venus, lewdly posed –  

Into the rounded surface of her sides 

Two hollows sculpted, and her powerful spine 

Furrowing deeply as she arches back. 

 

The rising tide steals up and moistens her. 

She starts and shudders at its icy touch, 

Her loins a-tremble in their ecstasy. 

 

The billows dash against her face, but still 

She holds her chosen posture fearlessly 

Till, at its height, the tide submerges her. 

 

Bronzed  
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After her bath, all dripping wet, and swathed 

In her dark hair, her body shivering, 

She prints in the dry surface of the sand 

The splendid contours of her flawless limbs. 

 

Sometimes she graps her bosom’s living fruits 

Causing their sturdy points to burgeon forth; 

Sometimes she rolls about, and the coarse sand 

Marks her smooth skin with curious designs. 

 

Then, patterned thus, she offers up her all 

To the moon’s kiss, on seaweed-couch outspread, 

Remaining motionless with skyward breast. 

 

And the distance on the background dark, 

She looks like a great brazen statue, part – 

Corroded by the sea’s acidity. 
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Men Improve with the Years 

 

By W. B. Yeats 

 

I am worn out with dreams; 

A weather-worn, marble triton 

Among the streams; 

And all day long I look 

Upon this lady’s beauty 

As though I had found in a book 

A pictured beauty, 

Pleased to have filled the eyes 

or the discerning ears,  

Delighted to be but wise, 

For men improve with the years; 

And yet, and yet, 

Is this my dream, or the truth? 

Oh would that we have met 

When I had my burning youth! 

But I grow old among dreams, 

A weather-worn, marble triton 

Among the streams.  
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Shakespeare Sonnet CXVI 

 

By William Shakespeare 

 

Let me not to the marriage of true minds 

Admit impediments.  Love if not love 

Which alters when it alteration finds, 

Or bends with the remover to remove: 

Oh, no!  It is an ever-fixed mark, 

That looks on tempests and is never shaken; 

It is the star to every wandering bark, 

Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be taken. 

Within his bending sickle’s compass come; 

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks, 

But bears it out even to the edge of doom. 

If this be error, and upon me prov’d, 

I never writ, nor no man ever lov’d. 
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She is the Minatrice 

By Patrick Bruskiewich 

 

Her eyes are verdant green, 

As was her succulent soul. 

Looking at her, she did not seem 

so outgoing, to be so bold. 

 

Yet by her actions, bold she was…  

not held back, and brash as well. 

What appetites!  Pray, what does 

she – what faint heart can tell. 

 

She stalks the moon lit night 

and seeks, as she must, new prey. 

She longs until things are set right 

then is transformed until the day. 

 

Her crimson lips seek onto all 

As she keeps you, her catch, so close 

Her soft, hunger is your fall … 

before long she somehow grows. 

She knows all there is about you. 

She folds your precious petals back 

Devouring your hidden truth, too 

private to be shared  … yet nothing lacks. 
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She is the Minatrice, half-lust 

Half-love, ready to die 

or be consumed.  She offers, she must. 

Unsuspecting, you cannot look in her eyes. 

 

What does he see, but her soft lips 

Perhaps her bare femality 

Entranced is he by inviting hips 

He does not sense familiarity 

 

Of what she is … half beast 

Ready to feast … to sup 

To take from him the least 

That he is prepared to give up. 

 

As he lays with her, he does not sense 

the grave danger he is in, not a breath. 

She smothers him with her presence 

until he is wrapped and clothed by death. 

 

Then she finishes off her feast 

She draws apart his limbs, one by one 

He feels nothing, he is asleep 

The pain, one fast slice … he comes 

 

And so the Minatrice is satisfied.   
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Exercise Book  

 

By Jacques Prévert  

(translated from the French) 

 

Two and two four 

four and four eight 

eight and eight sixteen … 

Once again! says the master 

Two and two four 

four and four eight 

eight and eight sixteen. 

But look!  The lyre-bird 

High on the wing 

the child sees it 

the child hears it 

the child calls it 

Save me 

play with me 

bird! 

So the bird alights 

And plays with the child 

Two and two four … 

Once again! says the master 

and the child plays 

and the bird plays too … 
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Four and four eight 

eight and eight sixteen 

and twice sixteen makes what? 

Twice sixteen makes nothing 

least of all thirty-two 

anyhow 

and off they go. 

For the child has hidden 

the bird in his desk 

and all the children 

hear his song 

and all the children 

hear the music 

and eight and eight in their turn 

off they go 

and four and four and two and two 

in their turn fade away 

and one and one make neither one nor two 

but one and one off they go. 

And the lyre-bird sings 

and the child sings 

and the master shouts 

When you’ve quite finished playing the fool! 

But all the children are listening to the music 

and the walls of the classroom 

quietly crumble. 

The windowpanes turn 
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once more to sand 

the ink is sea 

the desk is trees 

the chalk is cliffs 

and the quill pen 

a bird again. 
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From Behind the Moon  

 

By Patrick Bruskiewich 

 

The moon … the half moon 

appears from behind 

its pink, silky cloud 

 

Little by little, it opens up 

one quarter here, 

the other full across 

 

Then it rises slowly 

Hiding, sly  … and shy 

from behind the moon 

 

This little man … 

the boy in her moon 

rises and peeks out 

 

She feels happy 

and wants to play 

It is her lunacy. 
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The Fresh – Water Venus 

 

By Gabriele D’Annunzio 

 

From the Fresh-Water Venus 

 

Agile, and unabashed, she clambered down 

Towards the river, like a parching hind. 

The forest thrilled with tenderness for her. 

The utmost reassurance filled her eyes; 

And of such tawny blondness was her hair 

That verily the bees must have been drawn, 

As though towards some honey of their own, 

By the deception lure of locks like those. 

 

Reaching the edge, she paused reluctantly. 

But soon those tresses worth the ancient comb 

Of Cypris had been knotted at her nape, 

And, with no hint of modesty, she gave 

To sun and water all her naked charms, 

Entering navel-deep into the gulf 

And glistening there just as Praxiteles 

Had sculpted her at Cnidus and at Cos. 

 

Oh dream of beauty neath unhampered skies 

Dream by my earliest puberty conceived,  
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when I imagined, during studious nights, 

The laurels of Ilissus rising from 

The lifeless pages to adorn my brow, 

With Acidalian roses twined – Oh dream 

You radiant bloomed at last without a veil, 

Fulfilled in flesh beneath unhampered skies. 

 

I peered between the grass.  She stretched her arms 

Towards a branch that, rich in clustered leaves, 

Reached over her, and drew to it her form 

Entire that flexed in undulations lithe. 

 

Them, with a sudden spring, she straightened out 

And swung herself to where the tide ran deep; 

And there the water into turmoil stirred, 

Foam-fertile neath the impact of her limbs. 

Those lissom nudities that slipped into 

The river’s bottom’s mystery passed through 

A spread of floating leaves that marked their course; 

And close upon the course my own desire, 

Thirsting to taste the flesh’s ecstasies, 

Followed with swiftly beating wings, at might 

A vulture plunging from the loftiest heavens 

Towards the odour of his carnel prey. 

 

But when she smoothly laid her spotless frame 

Across the water’s lap, and so displayed  
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The scarlet berries of her upturned breasts, 

While in her belly’s flesh the navel shone 

As if the seal of treasure there intact, 

On the plump pubis and the hollowed groin 

The clinging droplets in the curly fleece 

Glittered like dew in some resplendent fern.  
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The Tuscan Women Know 

 

By Patrick Bruskiewich 

 

Beyond the trees, set rows 

   away from the tortuous sun 

the Tuscan women know 

   to wait, for they who come. 

 

The threshing’s ‘nere over 

   The dry hay heaped, pile high 

Tired men return sombre 

   From the endless fields, bye 

 

the bye, our drink await us. 

   Come our wilful mates 

with us into the shade, lust 

   we for that that cannot wait. 

 

What could be worst, the burden 

   we carry in our heavy pouch, 

or the sun that seeks to murder  

   us?  Snatch we our lunch. 

 

Set us back.  Feed us your pears, 

   sweet figs, plums and apricots.  Come 
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be happy with us.  Lay us bare and 

   wipe our brow clean, ‘til we be done. 

 

Then let us sleep our dreams, 

   head set upon soft pillows. 

And know what pleasure means 

   Watching clouds above us billow. 

 

Our toil can wait ‘till 

   the afternoon is near set. 

Hide us behind your hills … 

   let dry our sweat. 

 

Far as we can see 

   restore us by your pleasure 

Esrt happy we shall be 

   to sleep deep within our treasure. 
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An Epitaph 

 

By Walter de la Mare 

 

Here lies a beautiful lady, 

Light of step and heart was she; 

I think she was the most beautiful lady  

That ever was in West Country. 

But beauty vanishes; beauty passes; 

However rare – rare it be; 

And when I crumble, who will remember 

This lady of West Country? 
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Like Soft, White Feathers 

 

By Patrick Bruskiewich 

 

Even amongst the grey 

dullness of this day 

the magical can be found 

the majestic and profound 

cloaking mountains like 

soft, white feathers, light 

to the shoulders of some 

cabaret dancer – come  

Sallie forth and float 

for and true, coat 

these mountains, changed 

in this weather, range 

from hard to harsh, to 

soft, near and new 

less verdant, but 

fertile still, yet must 

you be so treacherous?  Invite 

me to come, then spite 

me.  Slap across my face 

let me fall from grace 

I will look away 

and climb where may 
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‘ere risk that little death 

for that is what’s best … 
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Last Sonnet 

 

By John Keats 

 

Bright star!  Would I were steadfast as thou art – 

Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night 

And watching, with eternal lids apart, 

Like nature’s patient, sleepless Eremite, 

The moving waters at their priest-like task 

Of pure ablution round earth’s human shores, 

Of grazing on the new soft-fallen mask 

Of snow upon the mountains and the moors – 

No – yet still steadfast, still unchangeable 

Pillow’d upon my fair love’s ripening breast, 

To feel for ever its soft fall and swell, 

Awake for ever in a sweet unrest, 

Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath, 

And so live ever – or else swoon death. 

 

 


